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Author's Notes: 
It\'s a bit of a played-out structure, but a kind of experiment as to all the times James and Lars left each 


other with bruises and other assorted wounds. 


The first time James left a mark on Lars' body it had been an accident. They'd been roughhousing in Lars’ 
bedroom; a playful argument over Dio and Ozzy had quickly turned into a giggling scuffle. James had forgotten 
his own strength when he drove his knuckles into Lars’ bicep. Lars had laughed it off, told him not to worry 
about it, but the purple mark on Lars' arm was enough to remind him, his stomach twisting every time he 


caught a glance of the bruise even as it faded into a sickly yellow. 


The second time had been more deliberate. They were both drunk, both sailing on the high of a great show, 
when Lars had started playing a different song from what they'd discussed for the encore. James felt out of 
his depth, painfully awkward in front of their once-adoring crowd. Hot embarrassment thrumming through his 
body, he'd turned around and put his fist into Lars' stomach, pushing the drummer from his stool. The mottled 
marks on Lars' body took longer to fade this time, but the angry glares Lars kept shooting him went on longer. 


The third time he still blamed on Lars. Things had been bad between them lately, even Cliff was starting to be 
shaken out of his eternal mellow by their arguments. Another shouting match had resulted in Lars getting in 
James' face, fury twisting his fine features even as Kirk begged them to calm down. Some particularly pointed 
words from Lars had James grabbing his best friend by the shoulders and throwing him into his drumkit. The 
nasty cut above Lars' eye probably should have gotten stitches, he supposed, but he did his best to assuage 
his nagging guilt late that night as he sat quietly next to a silent Lars on his single bed, gently holding a bag of 
ice to his swelling eyelid. 


The fourth time, James knew, was entirely down to jealousy. James watched Lars and Kirk from across the 
bar, beer number whatever held to his lips as he observed Kirk leaning in to whisper something in Lars‘ ear 
while the drummer wrinkled his nose in laughter. He didn't have to look at this, he told himself, that fucking 
dork Jason was probably sitting back in his room at the hotel and would jump at the chance to get hammered 
with him. But as he watched Lars' arm snake around Kirk's shoulders, his anger flared. So he drank. And drank. 
And stupidly picked a fight with the guy who had been making snide remarks within his hearing all night, 
managing to catch Lars in the jaw with a flying fist as he ran over to break it up. The only relief from his 
throbbing head and hands came later on that night as Lars patched up his bleeding knuckles, his soft murmurs 
of ‘fucking stupid dick’ somehow warming him from inside. 


The fifth time it happened nothing had ever felt so perfect in his life. Months of tension, months of jealousy, 
months of fucking stupid white leather jackets, had got them to where they were now. Standing in a hotel 
room shouting at each other, like it was ‘85 all over again. Except this time, when Lars got up in his face and 
angrily hissed a few choice words, James shoved him up against the wall and crashed their mouths together, 
his fingers bruising Lars' flesh as he gripped his neck. Fucking finally. Lars gave as good as he got though, 
fingers twisting in James’ long hair, biting his bottom lip and pulling it between his teeth as though he wanted 
to devour him. And nothing had ever felt this right, James thought, or hurt this good, sinking his teeth into 


his drummer's neck even as Lars left a few Telltale bruises of his own. 


